BY AIR TO TIBET

of being thought a spy. Afterwards, we sat looking
over the bay, a semicircle of quivering yellow stars in
the blackness. Up in the sky hovered a stationary
comet. This was Vesuvius : the railway its tail, and
the observatory its body.

Recalling my obligations to the Daily Express, I made
ado to return, eventually leaving in a pony-cart drawn
by a diminutive brown Pegasus, which had no thought
for the ravines that yawned beneath each corner. A
tram was waiting on the main road, which took me
back to the hotel. I sat up till one o'clock composing
an article, and rose again at five to type it.

Unbuttoned, unshaven, and unfed, I clattered into
the hall at a quarter-past seven, to find the other pass-
engers already waiting. At a quarter to eight we were
off again, crossed the instep of Italy with an occasional
bump, touched the southernmost point of the Gallipoli
peninsula, and, an hour later, landed in the harbour
of Corfu for lunch. I had last spent seven hours of an
April day here, painting an island, which had then been
green and yellow. To see it now dull brown gave me
a shock. Above us, the lion of St. Mark spoke of
Venice. An argument with officials ensued, who for-
bade us to disembark our cameras, though we could
see a party of German tourists busily taking photographs
on the cliff above our heads. It were as though the
fact of travelling by air had invested us with super-
natural powers of espionage. To settle the matter, I
produced a laissez-passer from the Greek Minister in
London ; whereupon, to the astonishment of the rest
of the party, I was hailed as a " friend of Greece"
and permitted anything. During lunch, Sir Geoffrey
Salmond said that he might be old-fashioned, but that
All Quiet on the Western Front was not a book to leave
in the drawing-room. Butcher replied with a perk of
surprise that all that sort of thing was ended now,
and wasn't he a bit behind the times ? To which the
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